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ANNIVERSARY
by MarkAndrew Garland
"I don't know why we had to come here.•
"Please,• Anna Cole said with a sigh. •Just
humor me.• She turned toward him. "Take my hand,
won't you?•
Erin Cole straightened his dress coat, then
reached oot for his wife's hand without a glance,
certain of where it was. They walked on up the path
beneath the moonlit night sky, through the gate on
the white picket fence, into the courtyard of the old
St. Michael's church. A thin frost covered the lawn
under the leaf-bare November trees.
"It must be very cold," he said.
"I wanted to come here so we could talk.•
Erin fidgeted about with his free hand, checking
his suspenders, tilting his hat. Boot spurs jingled
briefly.
"What are you thinking?" Anna asked in his ear.
"It hasn't changed any, has it?" Erin looked up at
the white painted church, the steeple with no bell
still; there had been a collection, he recalled. He
wondered what they had done with the money.
"You have to stop feeling like this, like
someone's got to hate you and you're the only one
who can do it right.•
•1 don't hate me.•
"Well, ever since -- •
"Since I've had the chance to look back and
reflect a little, that's all. What's it all add up to
anyw~? Half a chance wasn't quite enough.•
•And the whole world had better know it, only
they don't, right? No one to help you mope. Poor
dear. You never used to be like this, Erin. It weighs
you down. You must realize -- •
"That I was no homesteader? That i was just
losing us a home instead? That we had sick livestock, or none? Or sick us? God, Anna, I realize

enough all right.•
Erin let go of his wife's hand and wandered into
the lawn, his head down. He threw his hand's into
his pockets and Anna could see them clenching
and unclenching beneath his Sunday trousers.
"You've changed too, you know,• Erin told her.
"You used to get upset about things sometimes: the
weather maybe, critters in the cabin, us not ever
having any children -- I know what that did to you.
You were once a real smart-alee, too. And you
could get downright angry. not so damn placid all
the time; God knows neither one of us ever laughs
anymore.
•so maybe if you weren't so cheerful all the
time ... •

"What do you expect? I wanted to do right by
you, by us. That's why we ran off and got married in
the first place, to make a life for ourselves, to have
something good.•
•our friends offered to help. We could have -- •
"Begged them? Crawled? I mean, Bill and Sam
Lancaster told me I should go to work for them right
in front of just about the whole town, like I'm plain

pitiful."
"M~be they were trying to help any w~ they
knew how. You alw~s did for everyone around
here. They knew that.•
•1 lost, Anna My pride, our crops, our chance at
a real family, our money -- we couldn't have paid for
our own stones.•
"And you drinking. Don't forget the drinking.•
Erin regarded Anna She tried to see his face. It
was hidden by the brim of his hat.
"I'm doing fine at this by myself," Erin said low.
He straightened his vest, squared his dress coat on
his shoulders and looked aw~. Anna hefted her
skirt and petticoats and went to him, stopping a foot
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away.
"No, let me help. You're too short, your eyes are
the wrong color, and it's your fault when it rains ...
You remember the time at the church picnic? We
sat at a table right about where we're standing now,
and all the wagons were tied up along the picket
fence until John Thomson's kids tried to sneak up
and unhitch their two mares -- "
"And the horses spooked and run off with the
wagon. Yeah, I can still see poor John trying to
decide which way to run, after the kids or after his
wagon." Erin came very close to smiling, thought
better of it and said, "So what?"
"So, I'm tired of this worthless-life-self-persecution nonsense. First you blamed yourself for falling
ill with the fever, and for my fever after that, and

ever since it's been this one sided sad list of - - "
"Stop being ridiculous."
"Stop being ridiculous."
"I needed more time," Erin said after a moment.
"We both did." He watched a cloud pass in front of
the moon. The night darkened, then the sky glowed
again. He wanted to float off with the cloud, follow it
where ever it might go. But it was never like that,
never so simple, even now.
"Everybody always needs more time," Anna said
softly. She was right beside him. She reached out,
putting her hand on his arm. "Take me inside, won't
you?"
Erin complied, walking her up the cracked grey
weathered steps, through the arching wooden
doors. They went straight up the aisle until they
reached the rail at the altar.
''This is where we started," Anna said.
"I know. I know what day it is."
"So our anniversary is a bad memory, too."
"No. I remember standing here waiting for you,
and waiting and waiting, and Bill Lancaster said you
weren't gonna show -- some best man -- by God if I
didn't start to wonder myself."
"Are you glad I finally did?"
"Of course I am."
"So then, we had our moments together. Both
kinds."
They turned to face each other. Erin took his hat
off, set it on the rail, then took both of his wife's
hands and held them. "Maybe you haven't changed
a bit."
"I make no defense."
"We missed out on a lot of things, though. Cars,
and radio, and I don't know what else. Things some
of our friends got to see."
"Cars, as I understand it, break down all the
time, and you know you never were any good with
your hands!" Anna began to giggle.
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"You are awful," Erin said. A tear fell across his
grin. Anna nodded smugly and looked away.
"The thought of spending eternity with you purely
scares me to death, Anna Cole."
"Happy anniversary, Erin."
They went arm in arm out of the church, going
up past the naked trees as the moon darkened
again and passing clouds cast their shadows on the
church below; they traveled off together, following
them along into the night sky.

HARDTIME, continued from page 50

one keep watch, and report back to him. Was me.
Now it's you.
"We are sent into this world with an intellect so
low that we cannot even remember our immortal
souls, though some, as they mature, may remember
previous sentences served here. We cannot escape
- to commit suicide is to have another ten years
added to our sentence, and we are pushed out
again screaming from the womb of another hapless
convict. And you, MacCaig, are here for the longest
of terms."
"From time to time others will come, knowing of
your position, seeking appeals. You cannot help
them. You cannot help anyone, even yourself. All
you can do is watch. And grow old. And wait for
MacCaig."
With those words he closed his eyes and was
released. MacCaig sat for an eternity in the hard
wooded chair, his brain seeking to comprehend
what it had heard and seen. Finally he rose, walked
to the porch, picked up the pipes f ram the bench
where the old man had left them, and filled the bag
with air. Then he sat, fitting comfortably into the
depression worn into the wooden seat, and blew his
tune out across the misty moors.

